MUGGLES'S   SUPEEME  MOMENT

This done Muggles snatched a ladder from an
adjacent "building, threw it against the threatened
lumber, skipped up its rungs like a squirrel and
stood in silhouette against the flaring blaze, his
dove-gray flannels flapping about his thin legs, his
attenuated arms gyrating orders to the relief party,
who had spread the rugs and blankets on the fire-
endangered side of the pile of lumber and who were
now soaking them with water under Muggles's direc-
tion. Now and then, as some part of the burning
mass would collapse, a shower of sparks and smoke
would obscure Muggles; then he could be seen brush-
ing the live coals from his pajamas, darting here and
there, shouting: " More water! More water! Here^
on this end! All together now! " fighting his way
with hand raised to keep the heat from blistering his
face, a very Casabianca on the burning deck.

Soon the tongues of flame mounting skyward grew
less in number; columns of black smoke took the place
of the shower of sparks; the light flickering on the
frightened tree-trunks began to pale; from the rugs
and blankets the hot steam no longer rose in clouds.
The crisis had passed! The pile was saved! Mug-
gles had won!

During all this time neither Monteith nor the big
lumber-boss had put in an appearance; nor had Pod-
vine nor little Billy Salters lent a hand. Bender had
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